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THE “TOOTSIE BELLE” AT RAMSGATE. 
“ The ‘ Tootsie Belle,’ upon which Poor Pa has expended a considerable amount of borrowed cash, is going to create a sensation in yachting circles. There is 
a possibility, in fact, that she will be sent over to New York to contend for the American Cup in place of the Valkyrie III. Poor Ma says that she hopes that the 
yacht will be sent to the bottom of the sea—and that as soon as possible. She has had more than enough of it already. Delicately constituted as Mamma is, 
she, in my humble opinion, should really not undertake a yachting trip, even though Poor Pa was in command of the vessel. Toorsix. 


SOME CURIOUS ANOMALIES. THE WEST-COUNTRY FARMER. 


— 


In Mr. James Wilson Hyde's extremely interesting book, 
ies Mail,” is told a curious story, which is here 
abri 5 

Towards the end of last century in a town in the West of 
England a banker posted a bulky letter containing heavy 
remittances in notes, addressed to the Bank of England, 
which, however, never reached its destination. A long time 
elapsed before anything occurred, but then he received 
intimation that one of the missing notes—one for £50— 
had passed through the hands of an old-established silver- 
smith in the city of London. He had received it trom “a 
man of respectable appearance, who had the exterior and 
conversation of what might be a well-to-do west-country 
farmer. and was accompanied by a young woman of the 
flash type, to whom he presented two or three rings ; pur 
chasing for himself some heavy gold seals, such as were in 
vogue at the period, a silver tankard or two, and two or 
three punch-ladles.” 

The silversmith said that he should know his customers 
again, and it was arranged that he and the banker should 
“visit Vauxhall, the parks, the theatres—indecd, every 
place where gay women and men of pleasure might be 
found together. This was an arduous task, but in the end 
their perseverance was rewarded by the discovery of the 


1) Isn't it strange that the people who betray (2) While those who worry most about the Strong A 
the greatest enthusiasm general Drink Traffic umably) utterly ignorant of young woman to whom the farmer had presented the rings. 
the ones without votes ! Sie — even the taste of it ! = ” * She said she had been on Snow Hill one moruing at tlie 
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hour of the arrival of the West of England mail-coach. Among 
the passengers was a youngish, fresh looking farmer, whose 
nequaintance she then made, and whose constant companion she 
was for several days thereafter, She stil! wore the articles of 
jewellery which had been presented to her; but she declared that 
she had never seen the man since, nor did she know his name,” 

The banker and the silversmith became sworn friends, and the 
former often asked the latter down to his plice for a few dave 
lishing. One day the silversmith, who had for some reason gone 
ont alone, was overtaken by a storm, and sought shelter in a 
rondside inn. Mr. Hyde thus graphically narrates what 1 : 
“Peeling somewhat peckish the visitor called for lunch. Ile was 
waited upon by the landlord in person, While, the bread und 
cheese nt cider were being carried in, the silversmith, still instinet 
with professional taste, studied a bunch of seals hanging froma 
watch in the landiurd’s fob. The landlord perceived that these 
articles had attracted the stranger's notice, and when he again 
came into the room the fact was observed by the other that they 
had been left aside or placed out of sight. 

„This incident set the stranger thinking: and while so engaged, 
his eye fell upon an old-fashioned, gliss-fronted cupboard, occupy - 
ing u corner of the room, in which were exhibited the inn 
treasures—old erystal vessels, china bowls, and the like—together 
with the plate of the ablishment. A sudden thought struck 
him. He proceeded to examine the contents of the repository 
and standing upon a chair to examine the upper shelves, what 
was his amazement when he there recognised the silver tankards 
and the silver bunch ladles which he had sold to the west. country 
farmer many years before! Then eagerly turning over the whole 
matter in his mind. the features of the landlord came back 1 
him. and in this man he recognised the person who in London 
purchased these articles and passed the stolen note.“ 

The landlord was taken into custody, and at his trial it turned 
out that in his early days he had been employed at the Post Oflice, 
nnd after he had left he frequently dropped in fora chat. He did 
xo on the day when the stolen letter was posted, and volunteering 
to assist his old comrades, managed to hide the bauker's bulky 
packet in his pocket. He confessed and was hanged, 

(Mert week, * Handsome Tom Co.“) 


BAK GARDNING. 

Rillium an me is advise too lay low for a wile, like Brer Rabbitt. 
Itt seem funni layin low on the top off a roof. 

Heveliny is pervidin off us with pervishings, which we hystess 
upp with a string. She av sent upp a ard boil hegg. It iss a 
baiid un, . 

(nex Weak—Wel, you wate !) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

„ Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough te contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Not the slightest, A. F. WELLAND ; ALLY cannot syare the time, 
Very possthly, A READER ; It's an awkward word to rhyme, Not 
the only one, EN CHAN TED; SLOPER always trica to please. That 
ie nothing, GOOD OLD ScoTTIsH ; Mae could do the lot with ease, 
Thanks fur shatty letter, BARCLAY ; Them's our sentiments, you 
know, Cooks, of Ladgate Circus, ROLAND, Wiil instruct you how 
tu qu. Not in Soper, S. F. HARPER, Sorry that we can't, 
KINNARD. Not for Thy, BERTIE WiLMoT ; [e's a Jar too know- 
ing card, You're mistaken, CHARLES AND OTHERS ; Artist never 
hax been changed, Some day you may hear that plans for Sucha 
bovk hace been arranged, 

— — 
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Will he paid to the net. . hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty exce ted, Y, whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current ia, of © ALLY SLOPER'S Har- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLorn's HA l.. HOLIDAY“ is published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance ute one week from that time, expiring at 9 v'clock the 
follorcing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE— Boot maker's. 
Assistant (aside to master.) Customer don't seem to care for 
anything he's looked at. and he won't go over fifteen bob. 
Master. Wm; then show him a pair at that price and tell him 
it’s a thirty shilling mistit but he can have it for seventeen and six. 


* 
Nager. Well, there's no doubt Miss Highflyer has proved a 
miserable failure as an actress, 
Cynic. Yes, there's only one correct thing left for her to do now. 
Playgeer, And that is 
Cynic. To take x theatre for herself. 


Tun dentist and barber have modes of their own, 
When you into their torture-rooms pass ; 

For the dentist will ask in a gentleman's tone 
Tf you'll let him administer gas. 


But study your wishes the hair-dresser won't. 
By the top-knot he grubs you, alas! 
And—or whether you like it, or whether you don't 
He proceeds to administer Gas! 
* 


= 
Young Sharpshins, Why do people, when they are talking 
English, sometimes bring in French words and phrases, dad ? 
Old Sharpshing, When they want to say naughty words, and— 
er—er—all that sort of thing, my son. 
Young Sharpshins, You must talk alot of French, don't you, dad? 


s 

First Draper. What do you think of the new sumptuary laws 
they are trying to pass in America? 

Sceond Draper, Greatest nonsense in the world. The idea of 
sumptuary laws in the nineteenth century! Fancy curtailing — 

Forst Draper, Ah, but this is different. This is to make women 
wear long dresses, to compel them to wear skirts not less than 
two inches from the ground. 

Necond Draper, Very sensible! Very sensible, indeed! Remark- 
ably clever people, the Americans! 1 hope they will carry it. 


~<=a 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIOA N. 
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FASHION FAN CIES. — By Miss Sloper. 
No. 583. Tue “ Hastings Bathing Costume. 


“T shall not go to church 
next Suuday."” What u pity, 


She, You think my remarks ont of place ? 
Why don't you try 


die, Distinctly! You should keep them in dear! 
your mouth! 


another milliner?“ 


. 


“ How did you get on, May? “Oh! three to love.” “And now?” “Now 
1am going home, where 1 have one to hate.” 


5 Me » She (iho has turned over everything 
AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. eee, cers ced 
No. 65. Monck. Shopkerper, Oh! it's a pleasure. 
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(Saturday, July 13, 1825, 


Ola F e 

rat Passenger. 1 say, old man, you're leavin, Fi 

behind ; arent ron going to take it home! STONE Sees 
Seoul Passenger, No, uot to- day; 1 don't want the wife ani 

girls to see it. 5 
First Passenger, Eh—what! There isn't anything spicy iu i 

aay Oh, no, bus it contains th 5 
Second Passenger, Oh. no, but it contains the advertise 

most of those coufouuded summer sales, n 


s 
“THERE'S only one thing I can't draw,” remarked the 
deserving artist to the gb znatured friend who was stn. atte 
a pork pie and bitter. And what's that, old man?” asked i. 111 
“ Public attention,” responded the knight of the brash aud 92 0 is 
and his friend stood him another beer on the pot. 15 


I ENTERED a room where a fellow was selling 
By auction (so learned I) a beautiful maid ; 

And I sank to the tloor with an agonised yelling, 
And shrilly shrieked shame on such slavery trade, 


But anon I was roused from my rage and terror: 
I found. ere I out of the building could — : 

That the man was not vending a maid—but a mirror— 
When he said, “I will sell you a good - looking - (g) lass! 


s 
Mr. Grumbleton, Upon my word, Maria, you must be a bo 
fool! When you changed that cheque for me you allowed coe 
to pass off a bid sovervign on you. 
Mra, Grumbirton, The fact is, Jonas, 1 see so little money, lat 
alone touch it, that I hardly know * good sovereign from a bad one, 


s 

American Cousin. How many parties are there in your British 
House of Commons? 

English Cousin, Seven. 

American Cousin, You don't say so? And what are they? 

English Cousin, Why, there are the Liberal, Tory, Unionist 
Irish, and Ashmead-Bartlett—that’s five; then there's the tea 
party on the Terrace, and the Speaker's party. 


s 
A MAN never looks quite such a fool as when he faces a brace or 
so of shopwalkers and a dozen or two dainty shop assistants at a 
smart draper's, and tries all he knows to remember what the dence 
5 was that he so faithfully promised his wife tu bring home with 
im, se 
s 


First Fair Concert Singer. I see Madame Screechleigh is to be 
here to-night ; I thought she had retired long ago. 

Sreond Fair Concert Singer. Good gracious, my dear, no. Why, 
she's only had three farewell performances yet. . 


Doctor. You are not so well this morning. Eh! What! Why. 
you've nearly emptied this bottle of whisky! Didn't I limit you 
to three glasses a day, sir! i 

Hatient. Don't be angry, doctor: I couldn't help it. I was 
always a bad arithmetician ; never could count even as a boy. 


s 

MOANED Munniless, murmuring low: 

“ Lend an ear to my story of woe! 

I am dunned by those debiting hounds, 

And I want you to lend me five pounds!“ 

But I answered, in accents severe: 

„As requested, I've lent you mine ear, 
And I've made it a rule I may candidly cu 
That I'll never lend t wice to one man in one day!“ 


ra. Progly. What 1 tn ee ing of 
Mra. Progly. at's that young lady a-singing of now, Bessie! 
Daughter, * Robin Adair,” nin. . 

Mrs. Progly. Robin ‘ad ‘air’? Well. now, wot a name; e 
wouldn't ‘ave bin worth much fuss if vu bin bald. 


s 
Employer (engaging new clerk). Now, you are quite sure that 
you have absolutely no relations living ? 
Applicant. Quite, sir; but may I inquire your reason for askinz? 
Employer. Certainly. The last young man I had was so fond ot 
tennis he had to attend the funeral of a relative as often as twice a 
week, es 
s 


“Yes, the Kodak is marvellous in its operation. How on earth 
could they get that flying girl? Calling it the Lost Soul,’ too, is 
very poetic. How on earth did they get both the fixing attitude 
and the pained expression at the sume time?“ Lucky accident, 
dear boy; she'd only just sat down on a wine-glass in the studio 
when our man snapped her off the reel.“ 


* 

The Idle Visitor. There hasn't been so much in the daily press 
21 rexpecting the Duke of Cambridge. Which of the Generals 
is taking his place? 

Busy Editor (writing quickly). General Election. 


* 
Proapective Customer, What fish is that? 
Illiterate Fishmonger, That's ‘ake, sir. 
Proapeetice Customer, Oh. indeed. Toothache or stomach-ache? 
Illiterate Fishmonger. Neither, sir; it’s ‘ake all over, sir. 


8 sl be Chess Player, I wish it was permissible to play chess on 
Sunday. 
Nccund Chess Player. We could very easily make it a Sunday 
game, 

Firat Chess Player (eagerly), How: 9 

Second Cheax Player, By arranging to checkmate with the 
Bishop instead of the King. „ „ 

s 


“ WHENE’ER the blackamith hl it with his might, 
It. makes his forge-fire glow with heated zest : 
Whene'er my baby dora it all the night, 
Then angrier tires are kindled in my breast !” 


While baby-nursing, I conceived this puzzle 

In night's dead hour. And all paternal fellows, 
Who fain would their nocturnal infants niuzzie, 

Will solve my puzzle with the one word—BELLuWs! 


* 
SCENE—A certain Seaside Resort. 
Visitor, Y-e-s, the air is very nice, and the place is prey enough, 
but you people who live here must find it awfully dull. em 
Native. Not a bit of it; youcan't think the fun we have laus.ing 
at you cockneys. oe 
*. 


“ AND," said the learned teacheress, Ananias was married. 1 
don't sce much to wonder nt in that—he must have been a hu- bund 
before he could be such a dratted liar.” And Mrs. S. looked at her 
spouse with eyes like a queer signal light, for he is one of the 
regular “detained on business ” telegraphers. 


s 
Smith. I sha'n't deal with that fellow Brown any more. 
Junta. Indeed! Why not? 
Smith, Why, I looked in at his chapel on Sunday, and you 
should have heard what a miserable sinner he said he was; a! 
from the way in which he said it, 1 believe it’s true. 


THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 
Pictures and Underlines by J. F. SULLIVAN. 
Appearing Weekly in 


ELARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


„ we ae ae ee ee me Sc 


Saturday, duly 18, 1888 
TOOTSIE AT HASTINGS. 


— — 


“We have been dull at Worthing one summer,“ writes Charles 
Lamb, “duller at Brighton another, dullest at Eastbourne a third, 
and are at this moment 
doing dreary penance at— 
Hastings!“ 

But Lamb was born in 
1775 and died in 1831. and 
during the last sixty years 
Hastings has changed—a 
little. lam not quite sure 
whether I have not before 
told you what Ma's guide 

dated 1803) has to 
~y about Hastings, but, if 
I have I have forgotten it, 
as you, probably, lin veulso. 
“One circumstance must 
above all others,” says 
Ma's guide k, “render 
Hastings dear to those who 
have a regard for morality. 
Vice has not yet erected 
her = here; the 
numerous tribe of profes- 
sional gamblers, unhappy 
profligates and fashionable 
swindlers find employ ment 
and rapine elsewhere; in- 


nocent recreational de- 
light, card assemblies, bil- 
liard walking, 


3, ing. 
reading, fishing. and 
other modes of pastimes, 
banish care from the 
mind; whilst the salu- 
brity of the atmosphere 
expels disease from the body.” [am sure you will all agree with this. 
don't suppose that one out of a thousand who come to Hastings 
care half a broken hair - pin about its antiquities, but it’s the proper 
thing when you write about a town to serve up a iew of them. 
a' guide book, speaking of the famous Lover's Seat, says that it 
was “the scene of a neigh ng amour, which the visitants of 
Hastings never fail to perform a pilgrimage to—youth from sym- 
pathy, and age to refresh the fading impression of former attach- 
ments.” The Dook Snook toiled up it with Lardi and related the 
romantic legend, and she “La!” He also pointed out the 
spot where the Swan Inn used to stand that Jack Brag visited, and 
where nssemblies were neid weekly; cards and tea drinking, with 
other innocent amusements, filling up the time,” and she said 
“Lal” Also he pointed out the church where Titus Oates's father 
preached and the house where Lord Byron stayed, and she said 
“La!” again. He took her to the castle ruins and down into the 
cave where the 
smugglers hid 
themselves, and 
once again it was 
that she 
Then the 
Dook Snook gave 
up antiquities and 
tried theesplanade, 
The poor Dook is 
dismally impecu- 
nious this holiday, 
and requires many 
“pegs to keep his 
spirits up. He has 
been heard inquir- 
ing of the sad sea 
waves whether life 
were worth living, 
and has had to be 
gently led from 
their vicinity. 
Billy, too, is not 
at all well. 
heat overcomes 
him, and he re- 
N at least a 
jozen bottles of 


stone ginger per 
diem to quench his 
thirst. Asa bottle 
costs sixpence at 
the hotel, Bob sup- 
plied Billy with a 
shilling for twelve 
92 00 ones up a 

bck street, and Billy squandered half the shilling in buns with 
disastrous results. 

Bob has now joined us, and is meaner than ever. He says why 
can t we eat at ineal times when we could let loose and take it out 
of the hotel? He says that it is a shame ana scandal for Billy 
to take off the rough edge with penny buns, and the Dook to blunt 
his eye-tooth on gingerbread. I fancy, however, that the hotel 
people are of opinion that Billy and the Dook do very fairly as 
things are, and look rather straight down their noses when second 
helps are demanded, If there were not what might be termed a 
sea-wall of buns and gingerbread between Billy and the Dook and 
the table d’héte, things might reach a crisis. 

_ Altogether, though, all things considered, we are enjoying our 
little selves, We have been riding and driving aud sailing and 
fishing and ek and strolling and lounging and day-dreaming 
and gazing at the silvery moon and casting the side glance, accom- 
lied by the furtive smile. 

Me have seen the entertainments on the piers of Hastings and 
St. Leonards, and gazed upon the exterior of the Gaiety Theatre, 


Riding. 


the interior of which Mr. George Gaze, we are informed, has closed 
for cleaning, 

Extraordinary to relate, although this is the second week of our 
tour none of us girls have yet quarrelled. 


* * * * * 
T open my letter to say that either Tottie Goodenough or I leave 
‘o-merrow for home. SHE 18 POSITIVELY UNBEARABLE, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE H PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
und will be found invaluable in cases ot Liver Complaint, Iudige-- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Meadache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreains, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


„RED FOR 9. 


15 St. Agnes Place, Kennington Park, 
London, S.E., 
Dec. 17th, 1894. 


Messrs. GURDEN d CO. 

DEAR SIRS,—Allow me to add a word 
of praise on behalf of Sloper’s Pills. Some 
twelve years ago I was laid up with Rheumatic 
Fever, since then I have been troubled with the 
pains, at times so bad as to be unable to walk. 
After taking one box of your Pills, I find the 
pains entirely gone. 

Respectfully yours, WALLACE.” 
P.S.—You are at liberty to make use of this, 
as I think there are others who would be pleased 
to get cured for 93d.; also forward another 
box, as I go on tour very shortly. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND Or IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN K O., 


80 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


WHAT A WORLD! 


On, what a world it is: what a deceitful, wicked, illusive, 
fraudulent abode of sin! You must know—that is, if you're not 
already in the charmed circle of the very exclusive Pemmican 
Club—that one of the dearest oid chappies about the West- end of 
London town is Charlie D. Borchee, a deuce of a Don Juan with 
the barmaids; he's only got to fix ‘em with his wicked eye and 
they're his. 

ell, it so happened that, fagged out the other afternoon with 
an Academy headache,” Charlie. instead of dropping into any of 
his choice resorts, where the sparkling wine was wont to flow and 
the popping of corks was frequent, thought he'd take on a very 
different tap—nothing else, indeed. but a cool and fragrant cup of 
tea. He'd often noticed a perfect little paradise of a tea shop, he'd 
try what the stuff was like—yes, he would, if it killed him! 
f you ever saw a girl with a pair of ss Poa it was Phyllis who 
waited on the tables in that l Je— Whittaker, they rere eyes! 

When they first settled on Chariie D. Borchee, they pierced him 
through and through. He ordered tea and b -and-butter 
mechanically, and, after sipping his first cup, poured it into the 
flower pot in which st a huge palm, only to make an 
opportunity to caii for another cup, He was fairly struck all of a 
heap. Seventeen cups of tea he had—till the palm was fairly 
steaming—nor did he dare to offer such a divinity as Phyllis less 
than half-a-crown each time, whilst, of course, accepting any 
change was quite out of the question. 

Next day he brought seven other dear old chappies, and the: 
fairly went into raptures over the sweet girl. hc sate and drun 
tea till they felt the size of balloons (for the proprietor had shifted 
the palm), and never got tea any cheaper than two cups for u 
dollar. All this time Charles ogled the beauteous Phyllis with a 
mighty ogle, but never told iis love till one evening, feeling that 
he could live without her no longer, ne wrote on the back of a 
banknote :— 

“ ADORED ON, —I write you these lines on the back of 
my last fiver: tes, at two-and-six a cup, has busted me 
literally, physically, and financially. The doctor says it's 
Oopackgitis in an acute form. Either be ready to fly with 
me when I call in at four o'clock to-morrow, or good-bye 
for ever. Yours only, C. D. B.“ 

Accepted the man she had pecuniarily and constitutionally 
ruined, do you ask? Not she! But she left him a pretty little 
note saying that, thanks to his and his friends liberality, she'd 
saved up, married the milkinan, and taken a cosy little coffee-shop 
near Knightsbridge, where she'd be pleased to see all old frineds— 
particularly devotees to the cup that cheers with milk and sugar— 
as she meant to lower the prices and cut Lockhart s out! 

What a world, ain't it! 


THE POWER OF THE PRESS. 

AT the time of its contraction it had been dubbed an ill-assorted 
marriage ; and now, after six months, barely a day passed without 
some sort of a row. 

“Go on, go on,” yelle:! Edwin the other afternoon, “why don't 
you say you hate me, you know you feel it?” 

„I've a great mind to.” 

“1 know you have; vou wish I was dead, don't you?” 

She sighed a weary, worn-out sigh. and replied : 

Pon my word, there are times when I do!" 

“Yes, I know, and this is one of em. You'd pos:tively jump for 
joy! You'd have me laid out and boxed up this very afternoon : 
you wouldn't lose a second over that job! I should be screwed 
down and put away—ah—and, within a month you'd be making 
eyes at your old flame, Joe Fenner, down at Brighton—within a 
month, Maria!“ 

“ Dear, dear; and do you think I should wait a month?“ 

“Well, you couldn't decently do otherwise.” 

“Oh, couldn't 12 Shows how much you know! I should 
simply put at the end of your funeral notice ‘Brighton papers! 
please copy,’ and Joe would see it in the 4 70s, and I bet he'd be 
in the next train to Victoria with a special licence in his pockets. 
Wait a month, indeed!!!“ 


set 


THE LADY CLERK. 


THE office was convulsed, absolutely convulsed : that is the ouly 
way in which 1 can adequately describe the mingled: feelings of 
amazement, 
wonder, indig- 
nation and 
conjecture 
with which we 
learnt that 
old Scrubbins 
had engaged a 
lady cierk. 
We could 
hardly believe 
our ears, that’s 
a fact, but a 
day or two 
after the news 
got about, Miss 
Stanton called 
by appoint- 
ment, had a 
long interview 
with the boss 
in his private 
oflice, and the 
following 
Monday was 
duly installed 
az an employee 
of the old 
established 
firm of Scrub- 
bins and Co., 
Limited. 

We had all made up our minds that our new colleague should 
have rather a bad time of it. We daren't tell old Scrubbins what 
we thought of his new move, so I'm ashamed to say we determined 
to vent our spleen upon Miss Stanton, As men, we resented her 
advent in our midst, her presence was a check upon our conver- 
sation ; n drag upon the freedom of our actions ; and our dignity 
was hurt that old Scrubbins should suppose u mere woman cap- 
able of performing the work of one of us efticiently. 

But our fair companion seemed very little disturbed by the 
attitude we atfected towards her. Comfortably seated at the table 
which had been specially purchased for her benetit, she worked 
away quietly and well, and ina very short time had managed to 
creep quite inte the good graces of old Scrubbing, who more than 
once expressed his delight at the success of his experiment. 

And then gradually Miss Stanton began to win over the rest of 
the office. Young Tompkins was the first to succumb, and got 

uite nasty when we taxed him with it, and not long after old 
Tottem, the head cashier, was detected openly assisting the new 
clerk to finish a rather difficult piece of work. That settled 
it; the rest of us gave way at once, and before the week 


was out we 
72 
a LPH 


A long interview. 


were all jea- 
lously vieing 
with one 
another to 
render Miss 
Stanton the 
most trifling 
service, in fact 
I think it was 
only, the fear 
of the others’ 
ridicule that 
had kept us 
from pre- 
viously ne- 
knowledging 
ouradmiration, 
for the new 
clerk was 
awfully pretty, 
and day by day 
her inthuence 
over us grew 
stronger. How 
we rushed to 
open the door 
for her, to fill 
her ink bottle, 
to button her 

loves, or help 
her on with her cloak. Choice flowers decorated her table every 
morning, and Tompkins, Wilson, and other junior members of the 
firm broke out into a perfect eruption of fancy waistcoats, and the 
newest things in ties. From being a careless, happy-go-lucky ect 
of fellows, in fact, we developed rapidly into downright mashers, 
wore patent boots and silk hats, nd went in heavily for gloves 
and scent. The truth of it was, and there was no disguising it, we 
were all desperately in love with the beautiful lady clerk. 

The question we ail asked ourselves now was, whom would she 
favour. One or two of the fellows were already provided with 
matrimonial helpmates, and were, therefore, out of the running ; 
but speculation was rife with the names of the rest. and Miss 
Stanton seemed to treat all with equal favour; it looked, us the 
sporting Barker put it “a very open thing.” Personally, | rather 
fancied Tompkins, but young Wilson was heavily supported, and 
one morning the rumour got about that he had proposed and been 
accepted. This brought things toa climax. Tompkins challenged 
him to mortal combat, but after a little discussion a boxing 
handicap was arranged, of which the winner was to have first 
chance with Miss Stanton. The heats came off in the packing- 
room, and after a series of desperate battles, which caused 
the greater part 
of the office 
to turn up with 
black eyes, 
swollen noses, 
and other 
damages, 
Tompkins was 
declared the 
victor. 

That night 
he put his fate 
to the test, and 
the following 
morning saw 
an anxious 
crowd eagerly 
awaiting his 
appearance. 
Well, we 
exclaimed, 25 
he came in, 
has she ac- 
cepted ?” 

** Accepted ! 
no,” responded 
Tompkins, 
„he's going 
to be married 
to-morrow.” 

„Married to-morrow !" we gasped.with astonishment. “Whote?” 

The reply dropped dike a thunderbolt: in our midst. Old 
Scrubbins,” said Tompkins. and turned away with a g renn. 

We never had another lady clerk, 


—— 
— ew" 
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A boxing he 
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Sat 
1 ae with 
Boy. I say, Captain, ain't yer going to give us a trifle? Dae, 0 1 ng to marry ‘ 
5 hiefly for the reaso; 
SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN CAMERA. „%%% gia enithee An AS IT APPEARS ON THE PIER. that ‘Tom won't — 
Ne 4:— Venter yer 08s at the review ? “Yes, my charmer, meet me after dinner at the Spanish Onion yonder.” oan rom ian Young 
4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED” PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HENRY M’CALMONT, Esq. 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 
a () 
* 0 (7: 
] 
but 
Wor 
the c 
sales 
(1) No host could have been kinder or more considerate than the Squire of Harry u' C. excel in cricket and football ?——(3) Well, how about the Mildew Court 
Cheveley, that grand all-round sportsman and owner of Isinglass—Henry M’Calmont, O. C., of which A. SLOPER is president and oo long-slip? His exploits at 
on the occasion of A. SLOPER riding aown to Newmarket to interview him ou the football are too well-known to need repetition Is not Harry M' C. an ex-officcr 
Skunk, à la As an instance, “ Unsweetened "' was specially laid on all over the in the Scotch Guards ?——(4) And is not A. SLOPER colonel of that crack Volunteer 
= 8 and consideration for the illustrious: guest go further? corps, the Ist Shoe Lane Shifters? Are not Harry MO. 8 the finest in the 
phatically NO! Was it because A. SLOPER stands A-1 as leader of weekly country ?——(5) And is not A. SLOPER by his friends to be the keenest 
ics? 5 But he would venture. to suggest that it was more of the olf sportsmen? The Hon. Billy carries t him to this hour an ounce or so, more 
“ brother to bind, and man to man” feeling (q from the poet) of one or less, of stray shot from his unerring gun. Harry M C. has never sold a bind in his 
all-round sportsman towards another, and that the paths of life they treaa zend tne _—ilife—gives em all to his friends and the London and district hospitals. Neither has 
same way. For is not A. SLOPER, like his friend M Calmont. a four times milliouaire, A. SLOPER ever sold a bird. If he has been seen entering poultry shop after a day's 
No. 399.—Miss GRACE BOLTON. N oe 3 . why, therefore, the water- shooting in Battersea Fields, it was not to elt em. Does not . own 
Pa man sh so anxious about his ry ra SLOPER isatalosstounder- _Isinglasa, and is not A. SLOPER tne proud possessor of the Skunk? Leeder! 
“Canst thou not read the love-light inmyeyes?” stand, Hang the fellow ! he shall be pald—some day, What more does he want ? yachting! Well, A. SLOPER offered to'race Ihe graceful craft Tootsie Belle agi 
—The Hool Snook. Moreover, was not Harry M'C., when at Eton, stroke of his college eight, and is nc: linrry MC's new yacht Giralda on Thames waters for half a thick un aside. It is 
Fair of form and fair of face, who so lovely as my Grace ?” the oar with which he led his crew to victory in a memorable race at Henley fixed not necessary to give the interview in detail, as the above facts are well-known iu 
Lord Bob. udly over his study door ?——(2) And is not A. Stor En stroke of the Battersea the world, Before leaving A. SLOPER kindly insisted upon joining a 
“ Sweet maid, believe me, I am all thy slave!" anders Rowing Club eight, so called by the way they bound over the brown ing Fay in the autama at Oheveley Park when the Prince would be down, And 
—The Hon. Billy. Thames, and into it when fouled by the Lambeth Mudlarks R.C.? Did not his friend joinirg Mr. II Calmont on a trip to the Mediterranean in his yacht. 
THE CONVERSION OF THE ELDER. 
Capt. 
what n 
dn 
Jenne 
_Z 
2 
9 
f 
7 
— — = . —— 
a | 
(1) “Life,” said McNab, “is a bally nothing. I've not had a (2) And Ebenezer McGorble (whom McParritch had guided up the Browside) said, “I will (3) “Man, that’s fine,” yelped the Elder, as he pointed out the gran “ Thi 
fight for two lang, lang weeks, and I'm certain I shall die.” eee e 7% ottts aaa ee arbeel turn, and ye d been 
the Glaskie Heepicrestical Sessiety will get a guid knock * ” 


raised higher in the world than ever ye an 
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Sales - 


e . 1 
2 5 


e . begins 8 


Kindly and ever faithful friends, once more 1 greet you. Excuse my marked emotion, 1 beg, marksmen go:. Swithin's with us once again, Nell, we can do with lots of rain:—To sce the 


but the ovation with which you have honoured me, touches me more deeply than I can express. . H. S. Som, A goodly throng of people go:—The Levee, well, perhaps yowd care To hear that 4 
Words fail me to express the full sense of my indebtedness, so I will bow my thanks and ring up SLOPER wasn't there :—To Henley course they flock, good biz, Oh! water carnival it 1b. —There. ' 
busy shortly be:—The ee summer U rather fancy that’s not unworthy of your attention. See you all again at the same time | 


the curtain.— Ruch candidate, as you will see, Will very J 
rvery finest next week, of course. Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


sales now claim, The time of every Maid and dame :—To Lisley as you doubticss know, 


FREE. 


ORIGINALITY. 


Captain Seediman, When send dunning letters, Sippy, 
* makes you — and scented stationery ? 


Mrs, Jones. I really cannot go away this summer, for, I assure 
you, I haven't a rag to my back. 

Ari. Brown, And Tam forced to stay in town because I have 
nothing but rags, 


f 2 
1 SA, \ > 


Old Biawkins (with a sigh of relief). Oh, that’s all right! 1 


This would be jolly, but for one thing. There's not a male „It's almost all paper here to-night.” “Except those machers in that box?" Oh, they may be papier teasn't quite sure of the number of my machine, but I'll swear 
thing near to admire me.” mashers for all you know.” to the pattern of my tweed breeches anywhere l 


A PITY UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
— 
THOUGH Lord Salisbury has taken up his position upon the 
boxesent of the Government Coach, the arrangement is only a 


temporary one, and in a 
very short time the coun- 
try will be plunged in the 
throes of a General Elec- 
tion. Though the fine 
old methads of fighting 
n constituency iu vogue 
when the Hon, Samuel 
Slumkey so successfully 
contested the borough 
of Eatanswill are now 
nearly obsolete. it is still 
possible to get a good 
deal of fun out of an 
election, asthe gentlemen 
who are good shots with 
bad eggs will tell you 
without hesitation. The 
frenzy into which the 
rival papers lash them- 
selves, the wild promises 
and remarkableaffability 
of the rival candidates, 
the uproarious meetings, 
the bunkum of the elec- 
tion speeches, the ex- 
citement and various 
incidents of the polling 
day, all compensate in a 
slight measure for the 
expense and general 
inconvenience of a contest, for which the taxpayer is bled. 
es 


s 
Messrs. GURDEN AND Co., the Proprietors of Sloper's Pills, 
have presented a cup to the North Ormesby and District Floral 
Horticultural, Industrial and Live Stock Society. The Annual 
Show will be held on July 17th, and from all accounts, the com- 
petition for the Sloper's Pills ( ‘up will be pretty keen. 


. 

Mr. GEORGE MEDLEY, the once inimitable mimic, will have to 
look well to his laurels, There are competitors in the field who 
are both willing and 7 — of cutting him out. George must 
most certainly adapt himself to circumstances, and bring his 
business more up to date. Imitations of such men as Arthur 
Lloyd and Macdermott are just about played out. 


2 
A serious 2 is a- foot. we are told, to arrange for the 
holding of all future Drawing Rooms at night ; or, if this fails to 
receive the_ Royal 5 

sanction, to dispense 
with the evening dress, 
which so many think 
utterly inappropriate to 
an afternoon function. 
The former iden is the 
better of the two, and Qa 
has much to be said 
in its favour; but we 
very much doubt 
whether either scheme 
will commend itself to 
the Queen, who has 
very strong opinions of 
her own upon such sub- 
jects that she would be 
very loath do. alter. 


THE Mildewed Mu- 
sician has this day been 
pleased to confer the 
*% Award of Merit ” upon 
HENRI THACKER 
because he is a scoond 
Sarasate, Feyther.“ 
chortled the Azure - 
Orbed, this ought to 

a proud day for 
Enri, crack violinist 
nnd silver medalist 
though e are. ‘E's a 
F. L. C. M. and a H.S.V.C. halready, you know, but I reckon ell 
be prouder of the F. O.S. than hany of is other lettern.“ And 
the Agéd, who is not altogether averse to flattery, beamed 
encouragingly al 5 his Cerulean-Eyed Offspring, who, for once in 
a way, got off without his usual painful correction, 

s 


G. H. Cumndwix has written to ALLY to gay, that he has 
i nid a wager that his cob Aafir will trot from London to 
trighton in six hours, “for £20 and dinner for four of us.“ The 
White-Eyed One might just as well have made it “five of us” 
while he was about it, and invited the Mildewed One to the 


feed. ae 
s 


ALFRED Monsox, of Ardlamont fame, was recently put to sleep 
for n week by Mr. Conjuror Charles Morritt. It is to be hoped 
that his dreams were pleasant ones, and not haunted by any 
recollections of the past. 3 


ALTHOUGH the plot is very thin and the dialogue rather stilted, 
there can be no denying that there are some very funny situations 
in the new 
farce at the 
Vaudeville 
Theatre. 
However un- 
willing may 
be the spec- 
tator to laugh 
at the absur- 
dities con- 
tained in The 
Adventures of 
Miss Brown 
he will find 
circumstances 
too strong for 
him, and will 
9 just as 

eartily in 
the general 
laughter as 
though he 
were witness- 
ing a play of 
I sterling merit. 
The chief 
feature of the 
piece is, per- 
haps, in the 
strength of its 
east. Such names as Fred Kerr, John Beauchamp, Lionel 
Brough, Ethel Victor, and Miss Beringer, are not often to be found 
On one programme. *° 


\ 


Mam sey AO 


THE hard going, want of stamina, and a tyrannical clerk of the 
course prevented the Skunk from running in the Princess of 
Wales’ Stakes last weck. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER, feeling somewhat de „ ran up to town one day 
last week, in order to apend an evening at the Canterbury Music 
Holl with a few friends from 
the country. After several 8. 
and B. 's in a private box the 
arty weighed into the com- 
ortible lounge, and there 
joined the convivial mana- 
ger, Mr. Holden. „Well, 
old Rednose,” quoth Holden, 
“what do you think of the 
company here?” “ Scrum 
tious, my boy,” replied the 
Gin Shifter. “You know 
something, 

Chirgwin, Marie Lloyd, 
Knowles, Dunville, Camp- 
bell, Godfrey, Robey, and 
— but here the 3 
shut him up with a ng 
drink. A. So En, who was 
still thirsty. then suggested n 
stroll round the town, and 
the prowl commenced. The 
lights of Piccadilly were 
soon in sight, so were the 
ever watchful men in blue, 
who, upon hearing the sweet 
strains of “All in a row” 
sung in various keys, inter- 
fered, and speedily introduced the merry ramblers to Vine Street 
Station. ee 

s 


In addition to the quaint | sada gs of the Burmese jugglers 
and the Burmese cheroot-rollers at the Empire of India Exhibition 
nt Karl's Court, Mr. Imre Kiralfy has now added four large 
Burmese 1 and their native mahouts, Two of the elephants 
are males with fully developed tusks. 

ss 
s 

MEssrs. WILLIAMS & JESSET’'S very smart company are 
delighting every town thar visit, with their elap-up musical 
comedy, On the Briny. The production ia chock full of 
things, funny business. sprightly dances, ripping songs, ond 
excellent, tuneful music by Augustus Bingham. Miss Dollie 
Loyal, the new mimic, ia breaking innumerable masculine hearts, 
and a special feature is the Introduction of a character called the 
Hon. Billie Soppington, who is said to have been inspired by our 
very own Honourable. Take our advice, go and see On the Briny 
if you get a chance. *,° 

ALTHOUGH golf and cricket seem to be all the nee this year, 
it does not follow that lawn tennis is becoming the victim of 
neglect. Far from it. The 
fascinating game is ns 
it cra ns ever with 

nglish 1 more es · 
pecially the fair sex. Al- 
though A. SLoPER will not 
play in the Championships 
this year, we do nut suppose 
that this fact will act detri- 
mentally to 1 he meeting. 


s 

WE are happy to be able 
to give authoritative denial 
to the alarming rumour 
that the Shahzada has pre. 
vailed upon the editor of 
Larks! toaccompany him 
back to Afghanistan, and 
start a new comic out there. 
Though the offer was, in 
every respect, princely, the 
talented chief of our 
greatest ha'‘p'orth has loy- 
ally decided to stand by the 
old flag. a decision over 
which the myriad readers 
of that journal will doubt- 
less sh tears of joy. 


s 

THE Twin Pianists area 
promised attraction to the 
musical world. They are both ge and only eleven years old, 
though their power of execution ia stated to be remarkable. The 
17 has suffered much from child pianists who come singly, 

ut if they're going to atrive in pairs and trios the strain will be 
too much. „ 


Ir Huang Ii, which was recently produced at a matinée at 
Terry's Theatre, failed to rouse the enthusiasm of the auslience, the 
fault was certainly none of Willie Edouin's, but of that of the 
playwright. The genial Willie, in the character of the Heathen 
Chinee, was immense, and added lustre to an already brilliant 


reputation. ee 
s 


THE Shilling Testimonial to W. G. Grace, originated by the 
Daily Telegraph, has proved such a gigantic s that the 
Eminent bus decided to start a Penny Testimonial for the benefit 
of Mr. MacWooseley. Subscriptions will be gladly received by any 
of the SLOPER stat! or family. * 


Now thant the hot weather is with us, it is interesting to observe 
the numerous recipes for cooling drinks which appear in the 
papers. Most of 
them sound nice 
enough, indeed a 
few must be little 
short of nectar; 
but the most 
amusing fenture 
regarding them is 
the strange and 
alarming number 
of materials needed 
in their concoction. 
“A Delightful 
Summer Bever- 
age,” you read, 
sugar, juice of 
lemons, ice, 
water, bottle of 
hock, which is 
very reasonable so 
far, and you smack 
your lips in antici- 
pation. But wait. 
Alittle lower down 
you read that 
maraschino is 


absolutely neces- 
wee that two slices 
of frexh pine cannot 
be dispensed with, 
and that without 
borage, sliced 
cucumber, and a few strawberries, and a teaspoonful of vanille, 
the drink would be devoid of character. Then you abandon that 
recipe in disgust and try another, but with the same result, they're 
all so horribly elaborate, and one falls back with almost relief 
upon the ever refreshing and simply made lemonade or squash, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


ACALENDAR FoR THR WHKK ENDING JULY 20TH, 1895, 
— 


14th July, 1561.—Sir William Cecil (Burleigh) this (n 
“received his royal mistress, Qucen Elizabeth, at supper within 
ae 1 iu Strand, und she came by the fields ie Christ 
urch.“ 0 


15th July, 1830.—George IV. was buried this day. In 
Europe the ordinary funereal colour is black, the Chinese mourn i 
white, the Turks in blue or violet, the Egyptians in yellow Sil 
the Ethiops in brown. dees 


16th July, 1845.—John Adolphus, “ the Theatrical Barrister - 
died this dayy aged 79. 5 blond Barrister 


17th July, 1619.—One Barnard Calvert, of Andor 
Hampshire, 2 n considerable wager, about three many "ae 
morning, set out from St, George’s Church, Southwark, and rods 
to Dover, where he left his horse and took u small vessel that was 
gee for him, in which he crossed to Calais, Here he refreshed 

imself for a short time, and returned again to Dover, wher. 
taking his horse again, he rode back to St. George's Church. from 
whence he set out, in very good spirita, before eight o'clock in ti: 
evening. He was allowed eighteen hours to perform his journey 
and voyage, and won his wager by about fifty minutes. : 


18th July, 1557.—Peroline Massey was this day bu iv 
in Guernsey for heresy. In June, in the preceding a 59055 
persons were burnt at Stratford at one fire, and during the peur 
eighty persona, whereof many were maidens, In 1557 about sixty. 
four were burnt, twenty of them being women. In 1558, “now 
burning in Smithfield, zeven at one fire.’ 


19th July, 1203,—Constantinople this day was taken by the 
Venetian Crusaders, when Isaac Angelus, feeble and blind, was 
solemnly re-seated with his son Alexius upon the imperial throw. 
prey deposition and assassination took place about six month: 
er. 


20th July, 1620.—A pene! massacre of the Protestants 
commenced on this date in the Valteline in Switzerland, extended 
to all the towns of the district, and lasted three days. 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 17.—How McNaB TRIUMPHED OVER THE Uxcoduib 
OF GLESKY. 
1. 

On half a sheet of odorous note, 

The great McNab to SLOPER wrote. 

Let world-famed SLOPER'S son and heir, 

And William Higgins, here repuir, 

And be my guests n week or so!” 

And ALLY said, “Go, children, go!” 


II. 


Now, Alick and Billum have learnt certain knacks 

Of creating Tussaud-worthy Spaces in wax; 

And the same gentle urchins, in Browside society, 
Learned to loathe poor McNab for his virtue and picty. 
So, in secret, they made n wax likeness of him. 

And stuck pins in his image, with virulence grim, 


iit. 


From Glesky toon, one afternoon. 
There came on a Christian mission, 
Four members sleek of that righteous clique 
Called “ The Latter-day Inquisition 2 
And they cried, in Browside, “ We are cha to grab, 
And consume in a furnace, the heathen McNab!” 
Iv. 
They seized McNab with hideous ire; 
They hurled him on a furious fire. 
Uprose to heaven their pure acclaim, 
What time they heard his sin-dyed frame 
Cranch, creak, and crack within the tlame; 
Aud then—ah ! then—the earthquake came! 


V. 


And the four uncoguid ones, attacked by McNab, 
Went to Glesky in pieces—and like wise a cab, 
And announced to their band that NcNab was a wizard, 
A demon—a fiend—a tornado—a blizzard ! 

When his frame was half-burnt in the furnace, they said. 
Lo, he fell on them fiercely, and killed them half. dend 
For they knew not poor souls !—as they fied from the 


scrimmage, : 
That the 1 they had fired was- the children s wax 


— — 


MONOSYLLABLES. 
Fr!“ 


Great beads of perspiration trickled down the young mans 
cheeks, as, wild of eye, and with dishevelled neckcloth, he came 
bursting through the bushes to the shady little nook, where five or 
six lovely ape belles of that brilliant picnic—sat quietly 
discussing their frocks for Goodwood. He had evidently run 0 
fust La = that he could only gasp that one monosyllable. 

iy y >” 1 

It was the five or six beauteous maidens who cried the word 0 
chorus. Each half-rose from her seat to inte te the stil 


of palsy a refuge. 

As he spoke the word the young man turned his eyes upwards, 
and pointed with his left 1 to the heavens. Sure enough. 
where all had been clear and bright before there now apben ‘ 
heavy, slate-coloured cloud, no bi perhaps than the roe 
Courts of Justice, in the Strand, but heavy and ominous. Clearly, 
a thunderstorm was within hailing distance. 

“Oh, m 1” 

Each of the darlings uttered that ejaculation as, catching 50 
silken skirts about her, she hopped out of the natural arbour, 5 
scuttled across to the hostelry as hard as her legs would carry Ae 

It is one of the greatest services you can do to a woman Oe 
that she doesn’t get her finery i and Charles Gil 8 illi 
Binns now sports a pretty new “pin, as a National 8 15 
Testimonial,” subscribed for by five lovely girls who, thanks 
hie forethought, watched the bulliest thunderstorm of the seaso! 
from behind the hotel windows. 


— —ä—— 


THE REASON. nd 
“Wuy is it that the American girls always eat Sondants, 15 
never seem to care a rap for good old English ‘Everton Cl ut 1 
scotch?" “ Well, you see, they most of em have artificial 0 i 
and if they rushed too heavy at the toffee the d stick tight, 
bring the whole bally sets out of their mouths. 


— — 
Ewery Wrednesday.- Twropence- 


JUDY. 
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SUFFERERS FROM D-TEA. 


b cating, said to be au insidivus intoxicant, hus become the craze in 
(tee sel certain quarters.) 


55 5555 5 a nen Li 
„ envilx.“ quot 
Crank, Vr es the old ‘phrase, 

CN ey 31 But now, when 


one’s tipsy, 
folks sax, how 
he rata!" 

For the Eating of 
Ten is, it xeems, 
now-a-days, 

The cause of the 
stagg ring of 
many one 


meets, 

The nibbling of 
Congo and Sou- 
chong and 


such 

Is fraught with 
dire mischief to 
many a home, 

He loses his head 
who drinks 
tea overmuch, 
And he cannot, 
in fact, to his 
residence roam. 


nr, , 2) 


And so, ye B. P., 
Take warning from me, 
And prone do not be 
To the Eating of Tea. 
—— 


AWKWARD FOR HENRY. 

Ir was in the very highest spirits and the choicest selection from 
his wardrobe, that young Henry ego Bucketer adjusted the 
tasty little thing in cravats that put the finishing touch to his 
toilette, pinned a pink carnation in his button hole, and took a 
long, comprehensive and apparently not altogether unsatisfactory 
survey of the resultant effect in the cheval Kluss; for he smolea 
self-confident smile as he drew on his gloves, and the lordly, yet 
withal condescending good nature of the tone in which he bade a 
eabman drive him to Ludgate Hill, betokened a man on good terms 
with himself and the world in general. 

And who shall say that Henry Contango had not very excellent 
reasons for his self-satisfaction? Had not his heart's ling, the 
winsome and not unoofy Dora Dollarlotts, the fairest flower in all 
Upper Sydeuham, assured him that she returned his passion? 
And was he not, even now, upon his way to lay formal claim to 
her hand—a claim which Dora had coyly assured him was likely 
to meet with every 
favourable considera- 
tion? 

The railway jour- 
ney passed like a 
dream, lost as he was 
inen delightful medi- 
tution as to whether 
a cosy little flat in 
town wasn’t preſer- 
able toa villa in the 
euburbs; and young 
Henry was within an 
ace of being carried 
on past his station. 
He was just in time, 
however, to grab the 
littl: parcel contain. 
ing the pair of gold 
bangles he'd brought 
for Dora, from the 
rack, and jump safely 
upon the platform; 
and in less than ten 
minutes later he was 
raining mad, pas- 
sionate kisses upon the sweet piquant little face turned up so 
trustingly to his, 

“And now, darling,” he said, when the first raptures of the 
re. union had somewhat subsided—* Now, darling, I think you had 
better tell your father that I am here; and while I am with him, 
dearest, you can examine these at your leisure.” Here he pressed 
the paper-covered little box into her hands. 


pours Henry Contango the wron 
ts way, you know, but deuced awkward 
enry, who just about three minutes later after his Dora left him, 
ight have been observed quitting the Dollarlotts’ portals with an 
undignified haste and total lack of ceremony that could have but 
one meaning. 

— — 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 

No. 44.—THE BLUE-CoaT Boy GIRL. 

OLD Virgil's muse was 
prolix 

Tn her poetising frolics ; 

But of Georgics and 
Bucolics 

And the splendid Siege 

of Tro 

She would ne'er a line 
have written, 

Had old Virgil lived in 


Britain, 
And his tuneful soul been 
smitten 
By Miss BLUE-Coat 
Boy! 


Dan Cupid (hovering 
ever 

Over maids less bright 
and clever), 

For the arrows in his 


Sir Wilfrid's quite “teetottle,” 
But he oft would slake his throttle 
From an Islingtonian bottle, 

If he knew what genial joy— 
What excess of enger pleasance— 
Stirs one’s heart to eflervescence, 
While one's basking in the presence 

Of Miss Biue-Coat Box: 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


BomBay, May 25/). 1893. 

„Dan“ SLO ERA. (I beg leave to apostrophixe * dear,” conceiv- 
ing that that select circle who have the honour of standing vou 
drinks must find vou anything but “cheap.") Nevertheless 
vou're a “spiftin’ old haddock,” and we all love—“a jolly old 
r full of bevr,” and there are lots of . HAL. Hoi. ina. ite: 
in this town of booze and bacca who do their best to keep 
“A. S. H.-H's.“ circulation going, and, like the Rickety-rackety 
Crew, “it's everyone's delight to keep it up. The purport of this 
letter ia to say how much weadmire the paper, both from a literary 
and an artistic point of view. Speaking from the latter, I believe 
I have got every one of “Fashion Fancies” you have published. 
Of Tootsie, Tottie and Lardi it's simply impossible to refrain from 
being love-sick nnd sentimental, for a 12 and personal 
measure of the first - named 'n waiat (which, I may add in passing 
ix measured by the arm, and ix generally completed in a period 0. 
about two to six hours), | would face out any challenge from Lord 
Bob, from pistols and coffee before fast, up to, and inclusive 
of the dreadful feat of eating a railway refreshment-bar * Bath bun.” 
Lam eorry that his grace’s chronic oofiness is still unaltered. Don't 
you think he'd better adopt the plan of the man “who can't 
change it” in the first verse? Or, better still, when the past 
tense of debt ia developed “dun,” go to un hypnotist and. in addi- 
tion to drawing the salary of u subject, be put to by-bye for a 

week, Yours sincerely, Eux EST. 


7 KNIGHTON RoaD, PLYMOUTH, June 12th, 1895. 
Deak Sin.— It is with great pleasure I pen these few lines to 
thank you for the “ Award of Merit.“ which came safely to hand u 
few days since. To sing the praises of SLOPER will ever be the 
ambition of, Yours sincerely, 
S. WALL ACR Cowl, F. O. S. 


SLOPER's ANCESTORS. 
No. 39.— Trrus TARPAULIN SLOPER. 
Born, 1760. Poisoned by a Confederate, 1804. 

Stupents of this frightful and revolting history will no doubt 
remember that we broke off our hideous narrative at the point 
where Walpole Bodega met with n sudden, but wholly deserved 
doom. Had the victim of the brawl been anyone meriting the 
least public consideration, an inquiry into the tragedy would inevi- 
tably have resulted, and his unknown assassin brought to justice, 
but as the — — feeling in society was one of intense relief that 
the accomplished scoundrel had been got rid of at any price, the 
affair was hushed up without much difficulty, and a statement 
circulated to the effect that Walpole Bodega had died of heart 
failure, and as not even his family cared two straws one way or the 
other, the affair terminated to the complete satisfaction of every- 

v concerned, and more especially those who had lucky 
enough to grab a handiul or so of the dead gamester's winnings. 

Walpole Bodega left behind him a widow and an only son, and 
upon the latter, of course, descended the heavy responsibility of 
keeping up the family dishonour. It was a great task for a young 
man like that to set himself, for he was barely twenty years of nge. 
but with the courage of his race he did not shrink from it. The 
voices of his many illustrious ancestors seemed to cry out to him 
from their graves, bidding him live up to the doubtful reputation 
of n Sloper, and in his false and wicked heart Titus Tarpaulin 
vowed he would do it. 

And right nobly dia the young man keep his resolve. In less 
than two years he had vo far succeed as to be regarded as one of 
the most dangerous ors at large; and in the remarkably 
short «nce of time he was admitted by both police and public to 
be the most notorious figure ever known in the annals of crime. 

There was absol:tely no variety of villainy in which Titus 
Tarpoulin did not distir guish himself, from robbing a sightless 
mendicant to the most ruthless and bloodthirsty of murders, 
provided that it brought him in a compensating amount of the 
needful. He was well known to be at the head of the most daring 
band of criminals of the time, and though it was not difficult to 
trace his handiwork in countless mysterious deeds of horror, the 
utmost endeavours of the outraged authorities failed to bring home 
to him eufticient proof of guilt. A finer artiste in crime never slit 
a throat. Forgery, arson, treason, blackmail, murder, there was 
searceiy u crime in which he was not an adept ; yet, fora period of 
upwants of twenty years he defied the law at the head of the gang 
of ruflians who called him chief, and it is characteristic of the mau 
that he evaded justice until the end, meeting his doom at last at 
the hand of a revengeful confederate. 


(To be continued next week.) 
— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 3.—SADDENED BY ST. SWITHIN. 


AUGUSTUS YOUNG is a young cashier, 
At one hundred pounds and four per year, 
And, furthermore, a fortnight clear 
His annual“ leave“ embraces. 
And, on the twentieth of July, 
He'll from the office cobwebs tly 
To joyses, junksex, jinkses high 
At sundry seaside places. 


This vouth to the “ Thirteen Club” belonzs; 
And he stubs (ns if with pitch-fork’s prongs) 
And flagellates with furious thongs 

All kinds of superstition. 
Whene'er some fatuous “ old wife's tale“ 
Doth his disgusted ears asaail, 
It makes him grind his teeth. and rail 

In fierce and wild condition, 


Yet spite of this, full well know I, 

That if from an impetuous sky, 

Upon the fifteenth of July, 
All day come torrents Pluvian— 

1 know his troubled mind will cleave 

To dark presentiments, and grieve 

To think the whole of his fortnight’s “leave” 
Will be spoiled by floods diluvian ! 


— — 


TRUE AS—. 


THE storm drum at Ramsgate is obese and rounded of its kind. 
Mrs. Spoffkins. the other day, rowed with her hubby, and, dashing 
wildly out into the open, swore that she would make away witii 
herself, Spoff. consoled himeelf with a Scotch or two too many. 
Then he went out to cool himself, and being mixed, saw that 
storm drum tlying at the mast-head. Mrs. S. ix nlumo of her kind. 
Gazing skyward, he yelled out, “Cut her down, cut ner down. 
She's gone and hanged her bally self.“ And it was all that the 
Harbour Master could do to persuade him that there is some 
dit¥erence between a well-matured better half and a marine signal. 


— — 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

THE Fotr Seasons.—I. Spring-tied: A poacher caught in a 
man-trap. 

II. Summer-tied : Urchin in Standard II. chained to his desk, 
learning Simple Division. 

III. Autem “- tied: Youngster in Standard VI. confined to 
echoolroom for having forgotten the Latin equivalent of * but.” 

IV. “Winter”-tied : Mr. Stannard espoused to the authoress of 
“ Bootle’s Baby.” 


A FATEFUL BUNKER. 
(A STORY OF THE GOLF COURSE.) 


CHAPTER V. 

Miss ERMINIE TEMPLETON was sensible enough to take herself 
seriously to task in regard to the amount of interest she had 
allowed her- 
self to take in 
Mr. Stubbs, 
She cared 
little in her 
heart for the 
restrictions 
her aunt im- 
posed, Her 
aunt was one 
of the few 

rsons in the 

ittle town 
who did not 
golf, and was, 
therefore, 
ecldom on the 
links to en- 
force a regula- 
tion which was 
impossible of 
being carried 
out. The links 
were free to 
all, and it 
would be 
almost impos- 
sible to “cut” 
anyone who 
was a regular 
frequenter and 
a partial ac- 
quaintance. 
Besi she had no desire to give occasion to her wicked friends, 
Hetty Brown and Nelly Spence, for banter, Alrendy she had been 
on the subject, and she knew that if she dropped all know- 
ledge of Mr. Stubbs they would find occasion to allude to broken 
hearta, dissevered ties, blighted hopes, and other things. 

The friends had been friends for yearsa—knew each other's 
secrets, laughed at each other's foibles, and shared with each other 
in everything except sweethearts. To share in the last would 
have been somewhat unequal. Hetty Brown was engaged to a 
young curate of much family intluence, who was sure of a good 
appointment as soon as he looked old enough to fill that appoint- 
ment with sufficient dignity. Nelly Spence had «a lover in the 
Onety-Oueth Dragoons, and as his joining the service was more for 
=r than anything else, it was considered that Miss Spence 
was fairly lucky. When Nelly Spence had “eyes front whispered 
to her by her friend Hetty Brown, her usual retort was to quaver 
forth a solemn “ Amen!" But hitherto neither had had an oppor- 
tunity of teasing Erminie in regard to the state of her affections. 
Erminie ferred that 
the butter tubs of 
Stubbs would furnish 
her friends with their 
opportunity. Erminie, 
therefore, resolved to 
be cautious, and she 
simply froze John 8. 
Stubbs by the cold - 
ness with which she 
bade hin good - morn - 
ing at the front of the 
Club house two morn- 
ings after the after- 
noon ten which had 
lal to the imposition 
of her aunt's restric. 
tions. 

John Septimus 
Stubbs could not 
account for the freez- 
ing tone, and as he 
drove ott for the first 
hole he * foozled” his 
ball in a way that 
covered him with con- 
fusion, and brought 
jov to the heart of the 
ellow duffer who was 
his opponent. John 
S. Stubbs was out of 
luck that morning. 
When he did con- 
trive to hit the ball it 
usually landed in a small bunker or something worse, but then he 
seldom did hit it fair and square, but usually topped it in a manner 
that drove it three feet or missed it altogether. It was exasperat- 
ing in the extreme. John Stubbs swabbed the moisture from his 
manly forehead. and resolved to do better things in future. Good 
resolutions, are, however, more easily made at golf than carried 
out. John's good intentions were foiled by the obstinacy of 
fate. At the seventh stroke of the eleventh hole John managed 
to hit the ball beautifully, but with the result thac it sailed off 
splendidly and came to rest in the middle of a deep sandy gully 
from which no mortal golfer had ever been known to get out 
his ball with honest exertion. 

John 8. Stubbs looked down into that sandy pit from its edge, 
and after the manner of golfers he softly swore, The walls of the 
bunker were about six feet in height, and the base of the pit was 
only about three feet broad. To nit the ball out of the hole would 
to « good golfer 
difficult, to a dutfer it 
was impossible. John 
S. Stubbs had been 
brought up to tell the 
truth, Theexample of 
George Washington 
and his immortal 
cherry tree yarn had 
always been held upto 
him ; but then George 
Washington had 
never played at golf. 
Had he done so, and 
got into a similar 
bunker, he would have 
probably picked up 
the ball, thrown it out, 
and proudly asserted 
that he “did it with 
his little club in two.“ 

John S. Stubhs, see- 
ing that no one was 
looking, decided to do 
that. and did it. Then 
he climbed out of the 
hole, and his punish. “” 
ment met him 
speedily, for just as 
his head rose over the edge of the sandy side a vizorously driven 
golf ball hit John S. Stubbs below the left eve. and John S. Stubbe 
subsided back into the sand-hole unconscious, after making the 
brief remark, Oh!“ 

(To be continued next week.) 


Sweethearts. 


. 


Drove off for the first hole. 


0 
= 
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NERVOUSNESS. 


“1 fina, Maggic, you're frightfully hard- a 
“Ere, ye goose, that ain't me ‘art, that's me mi 5 


— — “Say, Bob, they screwed out no ts 

No. 385.--J. 7. Dow. Esq, F. O. . ²—⅛m. s eee meee 2 contume 99 Thad to Asplual my legs wel bole tones 
au dre y afraid, Charley... ut, dear? ! of being scarsick.” 8 2 

“We have this week much pleasure in introducing to one 1 : , 8 on. I'm blest now if the stuff isn't beginning to chip of. 

readers the features of a popular and one of the most accom- 


plished cricketers England possesses. Born in the sixties, STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 9.—THE LOST CHILD. 


J. T. Brown is still practically a young man, Probably by about 
the time he has cut his wisdom tecth he will bold the same ry 
position iu the world of cricket as does W. G. Grace at the 7 f 

Ve * 


present moment. His batting is of the most brilliant descrip- — 
tion, and is only rivalled by his marvellous fielding. When 5 
touring with his cricketing comrades in Australia, our hero . 
literally covered himself with glory. and he is every bit as great . —— 
« favourite with the cornstalkers as he is with his own country - 
men. Chiefly because he is a famous cricketer, Brown was 
created F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
Lim April 2uth, 1895."—Deorett Lmproved. 


The cigar fish, the cigarette fish, and the. very rare and match- 
less wax vesta plant. 


The Lost Child, who you find yourself landed with at a moment when you have a ve ticular appointment. f old 
girls ready with advice, but no bobbies ao a F 


GIRLS Sys PROPOSED TO. A CONSIDERATE YOUNGSTER. 3 COMPLIMENTARY. 


“ONE CANNOT ALWAYS, SOMETIMES TELL.” 
Edwin, Now, my dear, if you'll put your bonnet on we'll start. 
Angy. Why, you silly old goose, I've got it on! 


The Honourable committed his proposal 
to this girl to paper, but sent her in mistake 
a letter addressed to his tailor asking for 


“ What say ?—will yer come to Balmingham if ver keeps on more time, as he was about to marry an *Eneree. Erc, what’s th’ matter wiv my big 
the Way ye're going now Yuas, yer cunt help it: that’: the heiress. And—well, you can guess what brother? “Why, I haven't lost a tooth vet!“ “No; well, it ain't so ca-; : 
County Lunatic Asylum. happened, of course. Biilee. I dinno. J ain't bin a ‘itting of ‘im! to lose a to ae 
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